A FORGOTTEN  COUNTRY
decoration that hangs in every house like a harvest sacrifice
of propitiation.
After dinner, and safely through these adventures, we
drifted into the drawing-room, where Dorothy and Anne
would play violin and piano, expert and lovely performances
of the Masters, until Dorothy, who had been up since four
in the morning, would suddenly decide to go to sleep, and
at once curled up on the sofa. Anne, the result of eating
chili, no doubt, would break down into a little hot-music of
Gershwin.
Not all our pleasures were derived from long journeys,
We could bathe in the swift Rio Grande; Esther would
ride a horse over the trails at times, and we could walk on
the desert, and find bleaching skulls, see prairie dogs, some-
thing like a rat, sitting as if in prayer at their sandy holes.
We hoped to see coyotes, but only heard these barking at
night. The large ant-hills were terrifying, and strange how
the ants collected so many tiny bits of glittering quartz to
make their hills with. And then the cacti began flowering,
dark crimson and yellow flowers, and we walked among the
tall purple bee-weed and yellow rabbit-brush, tumbleweed
and sagebrush, and would come on a strange fragile flower
at times, a solitary specimen enjoying its own beauty in the
sandy waste.
We went a little further afield to visit Suzanne and Homer
Boss, to look at their pictures, for they are both painters,
and usually it was the occasion for Homer to go into the
kitchen and start chipping ice into tumblers. He would
bruise some mint with sugar and put it in the bottom of the
vessel, then half fill it with ice, put on more mint and fill up
with ice. Over this was poured whiskey until the beaker
would hold no more, and it was finally garnished with sprigs
of mint. You took a drink, and received a violent kick m
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